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DEDICATION

To the Henleys in our lives





EPIGRAPH

Death, only death, can break the lasting chain;

And here, ev’n then, shall my cold dust remain,

Here all its frailties, all its flames resign,

And wait till ’tis no sin to mix with thine.

—Alexander Pope, Eloisa to Abelard





PROLOGUE
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I TURNED THE doorknob, and I was in. There was no lock, and why should there be? They let rooms for harmless travelers. They had no thought that anything could go wrong.

The first room was painted in opposites—light and dark, but in the night it all looked gray. It was small, almost like a closet by modern standards, but it was a size I was used to.

I placed one foot in front of the other, careful not to bump into the chairs lined up by the door. I didn’t want to touch anything unnecessary.

I had thought this through. I had thought everything through—especially during my many sleepless nights. I knew what every move should be, and I knew what every second held for me. Tonight’s plan was completely thought out. All that was left was to execute it.

I paused at the black table, as I had planned. There were many drawers, but only one with a lock, the bottom one. I opened the top drawer instead.

There, nestled in the corner, was a set of keys. Predictable. People were all the same. Even time cannot change them that much.

I used the smallest key on the locked drawer, and it opened for me without so much as a sound.

Files. Paperwork. There were names that meant nothing to me. And for the first time that night—the first time in a while—I felt apprehensive. How would I know which one was hers? Where she would be? She could easily hide behind a false name, and I wouldn’t be able to pick her out.

Then there it was, staring back at me. Her name. And another name, equally familiar. But it could not be him since he was not of this time—no matter. It was her that interested me. What arrogance and stupidity to use their own names. It led me straight to them, and now I knew exactly where they were.

Two white doors met my gaze. Now, which held what I was looking for? Or rather, who I was looking for?

I chose the left door and was pleased when it opened onto a hallway. There were many doors on either side, but they were not the one I needed.

I walked to the side, keeping close to the wall so the floors wouldn’t creak under my weight.

Turning the corner, I saw it. A small, delicate blue flower amid a garden of white.

Taking a hairpin out of my bag, I set to work on the door.

I turned the hairpin clockwise in the lock, waiting for it to catch on something.

Click.

I looked down at my hand, holding the hairpin. I expected it to be trembling, but it held steady. Good. Now counterclockwise with a little push.

I wished I could have just broken a window to get in. It would have been so much easier. But much too haphazard. No, I had thought this through and this was the best way. This wasn’t a time for sloppiness.

A creak sounded in the hallway behind me.

No.

I froze. If I could have willed my blood to stop, I would have. I was so close. I had practiced these very motions night after night. No one could stop me. Not now.

I stood there listening. No more sounds. Whoever it was, he or she was not coming my way. Thank you.

My hand was still holding the hairpin in the lock. I turned it halfway clockwise. I leaned against the door, and it gently opened.

Looking over my shoulder, I scanned the hallway behind me. Still empty. Everyone was asleep. It was as if they had made it easy for me. But I wasn’t doing this for the challenge, I reminded myself as I crept in. This was a culmination, of sorts—my last act.

Best to close the door behind me so no one would think anything was amiss. I slipped the hairpin into my bag. It went with the knife and the small pocket watch I also carried.

There was no time to waste anymore. This had to be done.

And then I stopped. For there she was. She was on the bed, fully clothed—not even underneath the covers—as if she had fallen asleep talking. This was too simple.

This was the first time I was seeing her up close without the mask of darkness. When I had tried to smother her before, it had been too dark to see more than the outline of her face. But now, seeing her, I realized she looked exactly like all the others I had ended.

This one’s eyelashes pressed into her skin. Deep sleep. She was curled around a man, who was next to her on the bed, as if her little body was trying to shield him from whatever might come through the door. Me.

I almost laughed. She didn’t have to worry about that. It was her I had come for, after all. But as I moved farther into the room and stood over the bed, I saw his face and my breath stopped. It couldn’t be.

I now knew why she was curled around this man, trying to shield him. The man’s face was one I remembered well. It was a face I had seen before, centuries ago. He had been sick, dying in fact. Mortal. But if he was here now, that could only mean he was immortal. She had turned him.

Pain shot through my jaw. I hadn’t noticed I was clenching it that hard. If she had done this to him, she could be doing it to others.

I scanned the top of the bedside table and quietly opened its drawer. Stationery. Nothing important.

I opened the closet door. Just a few articles of clothing. A black shift of some sort. A few men’s shirts. Shoes on the floor. Nothing that would hold water. I made sure to put everything back in the right place.

Next, I checked the adjoining bathroom very carefully. Still nothing.

I had already searched through the other woman’s house in New York. Just like in this room, she had nothing that resembled a glass or a bottle of liquid.

But this woman . . . she would have needed the water to turn him. There was no other way to do it.

She must have used the last she had on him. So perhaps she would go back to acquire more? She had to. To turn more into her kind.

I had searched in Florida for the original source of the water, but I had failed. The others I had eliminated had refused to tell me the location of their source before their deaths. Perhaps there was another source to which she could lead me?

I peered at the bed again.

I could do it in one motion. A twist of her neck. A swift gesture of a knife. Painless . . . almost. But what good would that do if I couldn’t find her water? Instead, I should keep her alive a while longer to find the source.

I could keep him too. She would confide in him. I could keep a close watch on them. And he might also be useful. She seemed to care about her unnatural creation like she cared about no other thing or person. One might even call it love. Or weakness.

My eyes fell on a string of plastic beads on the bedside table. My hands found them, and in a familiar way I carefully wrapped the beads around his hands, taking care to clasp them together. He did not stir.

It was too easy.





ONE
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“WHAT’S HAPPENING?” I heard Henley say.

Henley’s—well, Richard’s—eyes went wider than I had ever seen them. I knew a lot of strange things were happening, like the fact that Henley was now somehow inside Richard’s body, which had been lying on a bed in fifteenth-century England just moments before, but nothing could have prepared me for Henley starting to shake uncontrollably.

Henley clutched first at his throat, then his chest. “I-I can’t breathe.” He took a few stumbling steps toward me. “My chest—”

In his panic, Henley’s other arm shot out, trying to reach me.

I grasped his hand. “What’s happening?”

Henley looked as if he were drowning in air.

“I—” he began, but it sounded as though his throat closed up, and his weight started to slump toward me.

“Henley!” I tried to keep him up. His eyes were starting to roll back in his head. “Look at me!” His weight was too much for me to hold up, so I tried to gently lower him down.

He hit the floor with a muffled thud.

Henley’s skin was flushed and sweat poured down from his hairline. There was a bit of blood on the corner of his lip, and I realized he had bitten down on his own tongue.

I used my fingers to slacken his jaw. All his muscles seemed to be clenched, and his body began to jerk on the floor. I felt under the side of his jaw like I had seen doctors on television do, but I couldn’t tell if I was feeling his pulse or my own heart beating erratically.

“Don’t you dare do this to me,” I said. I tried to open his shirt to feel for his heart, but my fingers were fumbling. His body continued to lurch beneath my touch.

There. I slipped my hand under his shirt and held him down, while trying to listen for his heart and quiet my breathing for just a minute.

Henley’s heart was still beating. Thank God.

Tears prickled my eyes. I didn’t know what was happening, but worse than that, I didn’t know how to stop it.

“Henley?” I called, as if he were far away and not practically resting his head on my lap. “Henley, dear. Stay with me.”

All I could do was beg and hope that this was just a fit, that it would soon pass.

I clasped his hand in my own. I couldn’t lose Henley. I had fought for him. I had even thought I had already lost him once before. I couldn’t lose him like this. It wasn’t supposed to be like this.

I gripped his hand tighter, as if that was going to do any good.

We shouldn’t have tried to travel in time after Henley had somehow “fallen into” Richard’s body. I understood that Richard had been dying and Henley was just trying to help, but we—I—should have known it couldn’t end well. Henley was half-immortal (whatever that meant or entailed) due to being the sixth Miss Hatfield’s son, and getting sucked into Richard’s body might have made Henley more mortal than immortal. There was really no way of knowing. But of course traveling in time this far into the future couldn’t end well for him. I should have seen that. It rarely had for me.

Henley’s fingers twitched in my hand. At first I thought it was the seizure. But I looked down to see Richard’s—Henley’s—eyes staring back at me.

I shuddered. I forgot Henley was in there.

“Henley?” I said his name purposely, as if to remind myself who he was. “Are you all right?”

He made to sit up, but I put a hand on his shoulder. “You shouldn’t get up so quickly.”

He turned away from me and puked.

I rubbed his back.

“All right?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“You scared me.” I paused. If a full mortal traveled this far into the future, past his own life span, he wouldn’t exist. He would be essentially killing himself, because he would be dead this far into the future. Maybe his being still alive had to do with Henley being half-immortal? “Do you remember much?”

“I think I lost consciousness partway through talking to you,” Henley said. “Then it was just waking up on the floor and feeling nauseated. . . . My head hurts too.” He instinctively touched the side of his head, but as soon as he did, his hand recoiled and he groaned. “I’m not a fan of Richard’s haircut either.”

Henley looked serious, but I couldn’t help a small smile that had crept onto my lips. The quiet smile grew into a giggle I had to hold back as Henley turned his strange hands over, taking in the bizarre sight of being able to control someone else’s hands. This was such a crazy situation.

A laugh escaped.

“What?” Henley pouted at me.

But his sticking his bottom lip out just made me laugh harder.

“I go into some seizure or shock and you just sit there laughing.” Henley shook his head, but he was smiling too.

I doubled over. The pinpricks of tears I had been holding back came pouring down my cheeks. Tears of relief. Laughing from relief. Relief all around.

“Thank God. Thank God you’re all right.”

“I’m as all right as I could be, with you here by my side.” Henley poked me. It was all so strange—laughing and joking like this, as if he hadn’t almost died a second ago. And not only that—Henley was finally here. In the flesh. Right in front of me. I had waited so long for this that I hadn’t imagined it could ever happen. Maybe this was some sort of nervous response?

He touched the side of my face so carefully. My cheeks hurt so much from smiling when I felt the warmth of his hand. His touch was so careful, it was as if he were scared he would break me or otherwise shatter this perfect dream we were in.

I shook my head. It wasn’t perfect. We didn’t have time to be doing this.

Henley’s laughter quieted as if he had realized the same thing.

We had used the clock to travel in time, not only to save myself from the effects of staying in one period for too long, but also to run from a killer who seemed to have set his sights on me. Miss Hatfield’s killer, I reminded myself.

Miss Hatfield—incidentally, Henley’s mother, as I had recently found out—had been my mentor, the only one I could really talk to about being immortal. Sure, she had been the cause of my immortality, as she had been the one who had slipped water from the Fountain of Youth into my lemonade that fateful day, but she had helped me since then. Each Miss Hatfield had created the next Miss Hatfield after her. Why? Was it out of loneliness—the idea of spending an eternity alone? Was it out of a strange feeling of duty? I didn’t know. But the first Miss Hatfield had turned the second, the second Miss Hatfield had turned the third, the third had turned the fourth, and so on . . . until I became the seventh Miss Hatfield. I was determined that this curse would end with me. There would be no eighth Miss Hatfield.

There were all these rules to abide by as a Miss Hatfield. Sometimes I was convinced the sixth Miss Hatfield had made up half of them. I was taught to be inconspicuous, not to make eye contact with people on the street, and to look “normal” at all costs. There were other skills I had to learn too. Miss Hatfield had taught me how to blend in to a given time period—to talk like they did, wear what they did, look like they did. Miss Hatfield had also taught me how to constantly move in time, using the golden clock she had hung on the wall of her kitchen.

The clock!

I frantically looked about. The clock lay glistering on the floor just a step behind me. Another wave of relief.

After murdering Miss Hatfield—in front of me, no less—the killer had tried to come after me. I remembered the day Miss Hatfield had told me that immortality did not protect against bodily harm or accidents. An immortal can’t die of illness or old age, but a murderer . . . that would do it. Miss Hatfield had said the previous Miss Hatfields had always died in accidents—a ship fire, the Salem witch trials, being locked up in an asylum—shortly after they found and turned their successor. The idea of a murderer on the loose—that made me begin to question everything.

When the murderer first attacked me we got into a struggle, resulting in the clock’s hands being turned and both of us being sent to 1527—the farthest the clock could move in time, and the exact year the clock had been made. After realizing the clock had yet to be invented, it had been a real feat to get Henry VIII’s court clockmaker to craft it for me.

I took a step and picked up the clock.

Of course, it hadn’t even been me who convinced the clockmaker to make the clock in the end. It had been Richard.

Richard was a number of different things. He was charming, that was for sure. He had a way of making me feel as if I were the only one in the room. He would mutter witty things under his breath during feasts at court. He would look at me and really see me. I loved Richard.

Richard was also dead.

He was sick from the start. Consumption, they said. But Richard never told me till the end. He had a faint cough, but I didn’t think much of it. I was an idiot. Not that there was anything I could have done. I tried. In the end I asked Henley for help, and look where that got us—Henley sucked into Richard’s body when Richard died.

I really should be sadder about this—his entire death, I mean. I did love him. That never changed. I loved him. Yet I felt like I couldn’t really mourn him when Richard was still here.

“Where are we?” Henley asked.

I stared into Richard’s eyes.

We had been in Henry VIII’s court about three minutes ago, and now we were . . . wherever this was.

I looked around at our surroundings closely for the first time. I had been in such a state of panic, I hadn’t noticed much.

The floors were smooth stone, cut into perfect squares. Pillars, decorated in lavish gold and a grayish blue, shot straight up, supporting a beautiful painted mural.

“All those angels looking down at us,” Henley muttered.

There was an echo as his voice carried in the large room. The ceiling was so high that I felt dizzy from tilting my head up to look at the mural.

There were ornate crests and Greek-looking scrolls—definitely not Tudor-like—along the edge of the ceiling. The gold seemed to drip down the sides of the walls.

Something else echoed then, and I swung to look at Henley.

“What is that?” I whispered, not wanting my voice to carry.

It sounded like a distant tapping, echoing from the other side of the big room. Yet the taps had no pattern.

“Footsteps,” Henley said.

And he was right.

Trying to think quickly, I put down the clock I was holding and stepped next to it, arranging my long skirts so it was hidden.

The reason I couldn’t make out the footsteps was that it sounded like more than one person. Many more.

I stood close to Henley, flattening my back against the wall, trying to disappear.

Henley found my hand and squeezed it.

“And please watch your step as we enter this next room.”

I held my breath, but there was no way we wouldn’t be found. There was one door on the other side of the room—the side from which the voice was coming. There was no way out for us.

“Here we have the Painted Hall—”

A woman with an absurdly bright-red scarf walked backward into the room. At least fifteen other people followed her in, gripping tightly onto little booklets and what appeared to be folded maps.

With one glance, I could tell we were in the time of ripped jeans and baseball caps.

Though the people who followed the woman in openly stared at us, she seemed too busy talking to notice.

“This wing was built just prior to 1694 and was donated by William III to become the Royal Hospital for Seamen at Greenwich. The hospital was closed in 1869.”

Two little girls had come to the front of the crowd. They were playing tag and obviously not listening to the woman in the red scarf.

“You there,” the woman barked, singling out one of the little girls. “What did I say about running in these old buildings? You could break something, heaven forbid!”

The little girl was wearing a large pink fleece jacket that almost went down to her knees. Her big eyes looked up at the woman before she suddenly ran back into the crowd, presumably to find her parents.

The woman with the red scarf continued. She was lecturing almost forcibly to the crowd, harshly punctuating her words. “From 1873 to 1997, this was the site of a training establishment for the Royal Navy.” The woman’s face was almost as red as her scarf. I wondered if it was tied too tightly around her neck.

I looked to my side to mention this to Henley, but when I turned, he wasn’t next to me. I hadn’t even noticed that he’d let go of my hand.

I scanned the crowd for Henley. He couldn’t have gone far.

I was right. Henley was standing at the back of the crowd. What was he doing there?

Squinting, I tried to make out if he was talking to someone. No, that wasn’t it.

Henley was easy to spot, as he was still wearing his Tudor-era nightshirt, as Richard had been on his deathbed only a moment ago. I shook my head at how confusing that sounded. But oddly, no one seemed to pay Henley any heed, as he stood just a few steps behind everyone.

As the crowd looked forward toward me and their guide, I craned my neck to see what Henley was up to. I knew there had to be a reason he was there. Maybe he was scoping out the exit?

As I stood on my toes, I saw Henley move close to a man standing at the edge of the crowd. The man didn’t look particularly different or important in any way; he just had a backpack slung over one of his shoulders. I didn’t know what Henley was doing until I saw his hand flash forward.

I yelped, and everyone, including the man who stood right in front of Henley, looked up at me. I must have looked a sight still in my Tudor gown, complete with a French hood headpiece.

The woman shushed me. “My God. Attention-seeking actors . . . The company should have warned me about their new promotions.” The woman in the red scarf mumbled, but she soon continued her lecture.

Henley had taken something from the man’s backpack. Whatever it was, it was small, and I saw him hide it in his shirt. My shriek had distracted everyone—including Henley’s target—and actually helped him pickpocket the man.

I watched as Henley moved toward the other side of the room. I couldn’t say anything with so many people around. Luckily, the group started toward the exit, and the woman with the red scarf ushered everyone out.

I felt a tugging at my skirt. I looked down to see the little girl with the oversized pink fleece coat. She wordlessly thrust something at me.

Confused, I took it, and before I could see what it was she ran off to join the group. It felt small and cold in my hand.

“Please remember there’s a step here!” the tour guide barked over her shoulder.

I looked down to see what the girl had given me. It was a coin. I wondered if her mother had told her to give it to the nice actor in Tudor dress standing mutely in the corner of the room.

I turned the coin over in my hand. “One pound,” it said. Right, we were still in the UK. Just more in the future.

I waited for the last of the tour group to trickle out of the room and round the corner before I carefully stepped around the clock I was hiding and walked up to Henley.

“What the hell was that?” I said through gritted teeth.

“The little girl was just tipping you for your wonderful performance,” he said.

“You know that’s not what I’m talking about.”

Henley dug into his shirt and withdrew a leather wallet. He tossed it to me, and I barely caught it.

“Money,” he said.

“Money that’s not ours.”

“I’m quite aware of that,” Henley said. “But that doesn’t change the fact that we need some money to get out of here.”

I didn’t want to admit it, but he was right. If there was one thing I learned from living in New York, it was that you needed money to survive. New York was expensive, and I guessed that London was, too. You need money to buy food, find a place to stay, and to even get around. Money was tied to everything really. So I opened the wallet.

“Reed Lory Glazen,” I read from the driver’s license. “New Jersey driver’s license, so he’s American.”

I pulled out his credit card and all the cash he carried in his wallet. A Visa, 238 British pounds, and 10 American dollars.

Henley held out his hand. I didn’t know if he had pockets, but I handed him the credit card and the cash.

I looked closely at the driver’s license. The photo looked like it was a mug shot. There was a date of issue and an expiration date. I looked closely at the years. The license was issued in 2015 and it expired in 2019.

“The current year must be between 2015 and 2019.” My head spun.

I saw Henley gulp.

I had seen the sweatshirts and sneakers, and I knew we were in the future. I was born in the forties . . . 1943, was it? And Henley was born in the late 1800s. This definitely wasn’t our time. I also knew this definitely wasn’t Tudor England, but we were so far in the future.

On the other hand, this was a time period I knew a bit about. It was close to the year Miss Hatfield had been killed. Technically, the murder had taken place only a few years ago.

I tried to keep a level head. “What about the wallet?” I asked.

“You should just drop it here,” Henley said. “No sense in carrying it around, especially with someone else’s ID in there.”

Since there was no table or window ledge on which to set it down, I put the leather wallet on the floor between us.

“We should go,” Henley said. But neither of us knew where.

“Wait,” I said. “We can’t go like this.” I motioned to what I was wearing.

I took off the first layer of my clothing—the Tudor gown I was wearing and the French hood headpiece, along with the pouch strung on a golden belt. As strange as the pieces of clothing looked, wearing them had become almost second nature to me in 1527.

Something rattled in the pouch as I took it off. I looked in and saw that it was a small glass vial, the size of one of my fingers. It had been a little present from Richard.

I turned it over in my hands once, before promptly putting it back into the drawstring pouch. I couldn’t deal with it right now. We didn’t have time. I couldn’t think about Richard yet.

I had Henley help me take off my corset. I took a deep breath once it came off. Next was the stifling kirtle.

I kept taking articles of clothing off until I was left with a pile of fabric at my feet and only a white linen smock on. It wasn’t much better, but at least I now had a minuscule chance of fitting in here—whatever the exact year was. Not to mention the fact that my entire body felt lighter and much less constrained.

“You’re forgetting this.” Henley lifted the necklace I was wearing from around my neck. He took it off and handed it to me. Even after hundreds of years, the garnets—or were they rubies?—glinted in the sunlight that streamed in from the tall windows of the room.

I paused before deciding to put the heavy necklace and matching earrings with the vial in the pouch I had been wearing. I strapped the belt and pouch back on.

Wadding up the clothing on the floor, I looked around to see if there was a vase or something I could hide them in. Nothing. The Painted Hall was too bare. I decided I would just bring them with me for now. It would be too suspicious if I just left a pile of clothing here.

I cocked my head at Henley, and he shrugged. There was nothing we could do about the way he was dressed, as he was only in a linen shirt and old-fashioned, billowy shorts. Maybe people would think we were actors in costumes like that other woman seemed to think? Then again, maybe people would think we were both dressing according to some brand-new fashion? One could only hope.

Henley picked up the clock and put it under his arm. I followed him as he walked out of the room, the way the tour group had left.

When we passed through the doorway, I saw that we were outside. The light was incredibly bright. I squinted forward and thought I saw the River Thames. Some things never changed. The gravel crunched beneath our flimsy leather shoes as we stumbled toward the river.

“Wait a second,” I said.

I spied a booth set up against the stone wall on the outside of the building, just a little to our right. “Take photos with you as the king and queen!” it declared. It was a little thing, barely fitting the man behind the foot-long counter. The man was all muscle—I could see that even from where I stood. It looked as if his body frame was the only thing keeping the booth from falling apart.

A grown woman and a little boy were in the middle of taking photos a few steps away from the booth. They were dressed in period costume over their jeans and T-shirts.

I stole a glance at Henley. “I have a brilliant idea . . .”

I took off toward the rickety booth, and poor Henley had no choice but to follow me.

The man greeted us with a smile. “Hello there. Are you two looking to dress up as the Tudors did? It makes a great Christmas card.”

“I’m sure it does,” I said. “But we’re not actually looking to take photos—”

“Then move along,” he said.

His gruffness startled me, but I didn’t move from my spot directly in front of the counter.

“What are you trying to do?” he said. “Scare away customers? I have a work permit—”

“I’m sure you do. I don’t really care about that. I’m just here to hopefully do some business with you,” I said.

“Some business? Who do you think you are?”

I ignored him. “Look, we have a fine . . . replica woman’s Tudor-era costume we think you’d be interested in and also find good use for.” I gestured to the woman and boy, still absorbed in taking photos. “How many of those costumes do you have?”

“Enough. Now get out of here.” He crossed his arms in front of his chest, causing the muscles in his arms to bulge. I could have sworn I heard Henley gulp.

“Well, how many of those do you go through in a year?” I asked. “People aren’t that gentle with them, are they? Buttons pop off, zippers break. Worse still is when the fabric itself rips.”

“Your point?”

“My point is that until a certain level of damage, it’s fixable without the clothes looking horrible and without it putting a dent in your profits. But at some point, you’re going to have to replace the costumes. You could put more costumes into circulation to lessen the amount of wear each one gets.”

The man looked skeptical. “And you have costumes to sell?”

“We do.”

Henley set the pile of clothing on the narrow ledge of the booth counter.

“We have a woman’s complete outfit. Gown, headwear, petticoat, kirtle . . . everything. Exact replicas of what they used to wear. You won’t even see a zipper in sight,” I said.

The man started riffling through the clothing and holding them up. He inspected the fabric and the seams. “Not bad . . . ,” he finally said. “Naturally, I’ve seen better . . . but not bad at all. How much are you asking for this set?”

I hadn’t really thought of how much I should ask. I didn’t know the market price of Tudor replica costumes.

I looked at Henley, but he only met my gaze with a panicked look.

Ultimately, I turned to the man. “What are you willing to pay for these?”

“Hmm . . .” He fingered the fabric of my skirt again. “Two hundred pounds.”

I struggled to not widen my eyes. It was a lot more than I was expecting him to offer. I didn’t know much about this time period, but when I lived with Miss Hatfield right before she was murdered, two hundred dollars was a lot. Two hundred pounds couldn’t be that much far off. “Make it two hundred and fifty and you have yourself a deal.”

“Fine,” he said, and dug into a pouch he wore around his waist.

I couldn’t believe it. It was an easy sale. I thought I’d have to fight him to buy our useless apparel. But I guess he had seen the quality of the clothing; nothing’s as good a replica as the real thing.

“Two hundred and fifty pounds.” The man counted out the money on the tiny ledge. He pushed it toward us a centimeter. Anything more and it would have fallen off.

“Thank you,” I said, taking it and putting it in the pouch along with the jewelry and the vial.

“You too. Now get out of here. You’re taking over my counter space, and I need it for customers.”

Henley and I were glad to leave. We continued walking toward the river and away from the big stone building behind us.

“Look, there’s a sign.” Henley pointed out a plastic placard that was by the river.

THE OLD ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE WAS NAMED A WORLD HERITAGE SITE BY UNESCO. THIS IS THE ORIGINAL SITE OF THE PALACE OF PLACENTIA. BUILT BY HENRY VII, IT WAS SUPPOSEDLY ONE OF HENRY VIII’S FAVORITE PALACES. IT LATER BECAME THE BIRTHPLACE OF BOTH MARY I AND ELIZABETH I, BEFORE BEING EVENTUALLY DEMOLISHED IN THE 1690S.

I had been there. I saw Henry VIII address the court at the feasts he threw. I had been there and now it was all gone. The countess, Lord Empson, Lady Sutton—they were all gone. Dead. Richard, too, was gone. I was always alone in surviving everything, including time itself.

“Nothing stays the same,” Henley said, interrupting my thoughts.

I was alone . . . but now I wasn’t. I looked up at him, so glad to have someone finally by my side.

“Even you,” he continued. “Things change you. People change you. Even you can’t stay the exact same.”

“Come on,” I said. “We shouldn’t stay around here. Let’s go down to the river. It’s probably our best bet for getting out of here.”

I started walking, not checking back to see if Henley was following.

We took the stairs down to the water and walked to the end of the pier, where a large boat was docked.

“Should we take that boat?” I asked Henley.

It looked like a ferry that was doing a tour of London from the river. People were embarking quickly in a rush to see the next tourist stop. I recognized a few faces from the tour group that had come in to see the Painted Hall. Dozens of people were going up the ramp. I wondered if they would notice two extra passengers.

I found Henley’s hand, and we followed the others up the ramp.

“Tickets, please.” A young man in a yellow vest stood by the entrance of the boat. “Please have your tickets ready!”

It hadn’t occurred to me that people would already have tickets and need to show them to board.

“Your ticket, miss?” The man was looking at me.

“Would it be possible for us to buy them?”

“Certainly.” The young man reached into the pack he had slung around his waist and pulled out a stack of red tickets. “Two?”

“Yes, two.”

“Twenty-four pounds, please.”

Henley already had the money out.

“Thank you. Have a good day.” The young man handed us the tickets as we moved past him. “You’ll see the best views from the top floor!” he called over his shoulder.

“Expensive . . . ,” Henley mumbled.

“You know money is different in this time compared to yours? Inflation and all that?” This still was expensive. But not as much as Henley was probably thinking.

The seats by the boat’s windows were all taken, and still more people stood near them to see the views.

We found a narrow spiral staircase at the far end of the boat. I steadied myself by gripping the railing on either side; I could feel the water swaying the boat under us.

A blast of cool air hit my face as we reached the top of the stairs.

The second floor of the boat was open, without a roof. We passed rows of metal benches crammed with people.

“I’m not sure if we can find seats here,” Henley said.

I craned my neck to look for an empty section of bench, but it looked like Henley was right.

“Ouch.” I felt a sharp pang of pain from my left foot.

I looked down to see a sandal-clad foot on top of mine.

“Oh, I’m so sorry!” A platinum blonde was talking to me. She sounded American. “There’s just so many people on this boat. It’s kinda hard to know where to step. You okay?” She looked down at my foot. “Love, love, love your leather flats.” She squinted up at me, as she was significantly shorter than I was. “Love your boho style in general.”

The woman had short pale hair barely reaching her chin. She was wearing all black, which matched the harsh black eyeliner ringing her gray eyes. At least she seemed more cheerful than the way she dressed.

“Boho?” I said before I could stop myself. Had I just embarrassed myself? Was that a term I should have known?

“Yeah, the white shift and all. Very boho chic,” the woman said. She glanced at Henley. “Your boyfriend too. Love the matching aesthetic.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Henley grin at the word “boyfriend.” It was a funny word when used for us. We’d been through so much—life and death, quite literally—that it seemed a trivial word to use to define our relationship. But if he wasn’t my “boyfriend,” what else could he be?

“You guys looking for seats up here?” the woman asked.

“We were,” Henley said. “But it looks pretty full. Everyone wants to sit up top.”

“It’s like those double-decker buses London’s famous for.” The woman laughed. “I’m Alanna, by the way.” She stuck out her hand, first to me then to Henley.

“Henley,” Henley said, and I followed suit with my name.

“I’m sitting over there with Peter if you want to join us. We’re taking up a lot more room than we really need. You see, Peter likes to stretch his legs out and—”

“If you don’t mind, that would be great.” Henley looked to me for confirmation.

I didn’t know why she was being so nice. Maybe we just looked lost?

We followed Alanna to the back of the boat—the second to last row, to be precise.

A man with blond dreads lifted his head as we came closer. He took a long look first at Henley, then me, before he nodded hello in our direction.

“Making more friends already?” the man said to Alanna. He also sounded American. I was surprised how many Americans were on this boat. I guess a boat tour of the Thames UK was a popular travel destination for Americans.

“You know it.” She laughed.

“I’m Peter,” the man said. I saw that he was wearing a faded gray shirt with the logo of some band I couldn’t place.

Alanna answered for us before we could open our mouths. “This is Rebecca and Henley. They’re from—where did you say you were from? The States?”

Henley’s eyes opened wide. “How did you know?”

“Your accents, silly,” Alanna said. “So I guessed right? Do sit down.” She pointed at the far seats closest to the side of the boat.

There was a newspaper spread out on the seats. No doubt they had been trying to save them for Peter to stretch out, so I picked it up. I sat first, Henley next to me, and then Alanna next to Peter.

“So where in the States are you from?” Alanna asked.

“New York,” I said. “How about you both?”

“We’re from all over, but most recently we just came in from Australia. Right near Perth, if you know where that is.”

Henley solemnly nodded, and I wondered if that was because he knew where Perth was or because he was trying to look attentive.

Henley started asking Alanna questions, and they fell into a conversation about the native animals of Australia—wombats and all. I opened the newspaper.

June 17, 2016

I had known as soon as we arrived that this was the future. But a whole 489 years from where we had started? I had no idea.

I looked up to see Peter studying my face closely.

I couldn’t let anything slip. I folded the newspaper and put it in my lap to take with me. It could give us valuable information.

“What’s up?”

I didn’t know where to begin answering that question. Everything “was up,” as he put it. Henley and I didn’t know where we were going, what we were going to do . . . Everything was a mess.

“This was a terribly last-minute trip,” I settled for saying.

“You don’t say?” Peter had a low, mellow way of talking. Not much emotion slipped out. “A traveling-on-a-budget sorta thing?”

“Sure . . . ,” I said. A stolen credit card and limited cash counted as traveling on a budget, right?

“Did you guys at least figure out where you’re staying the night?”

I looked at Henley. He was still engrossed in his conversation with Alanna on the natural diet of dingoes.

“Not yet,” I answered.

“If you’re not set on something too central, there’s a hostel Alanna and I are staying at. It’s not the ritziest thing, but it’s not bad at all either.”

“Yes!” Alanna chimed in. “You have to stay with us! . . . That is if you don’t have a place to stay already?”

Henley shook his head.

“Then it’s settled!” Alanna clapped her hands together like a child. “It’ll be like one big slumber party.”

Henley’s brows were slightly raised. Getting too close to people made him wary. In that way, he was exactly like his mother, Miss Hatfield. But unlike Miss Hatfield, I guessed it made Henley wary because he didn’t like to lie to others. With Miss Hatfield, she had only been thinking about herself and her survival.





TWO
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AS WE WALKED the streets from the river to the hostel Alanna and Peter were leading us to, I couldn’t help but ask myself why they were being so nice to us. It was mostly Alanna, but it was Peter too. While Henley walked ahead, chatting with Alanna about which sights they had already seen in England, Peter walked beside me.

“Sometimes it takes a bit to get used to her,” Peter said, looking ahead at Alanna. “She doesn’t know it, but she can be a bit . . . much.”

I smiled. So I wasn’t the only one who was taken aback by her openness that occasionally bordered on bluntness.

“She’s just one of those naturally outgoing, naturally friendly people.” Peter shrugged. “I was never like that, so we get along.”

“Counterintuitive, don’t you think?” I said.

“Opposites attract, right? Our personalities don’t crash into each other.” Peter twisted one of his dreads as we rounded a corner. “What about you and Henley? You’re probably like that too.”

“We do come from very different backgrounds,” I admitted. “Worlds away, really.”

“It’s amazing how we can find common ground with those we love,” Peter said.

“The hostel’s not far from here. I promise!” Alanna called over her shoulder.

I assured her Henley and I didn’t mind the walk. “We’re getting to see more of London,” I said.

“When did you get in, anyway?” Alanna slowed down to walk with Peter and me.

I looked at Henley. I wasn’t sure how much he had already told her.

“This morning,” I said, hoping Henley hadn’t given her a different answer. He nodded, and I relaxed. So he had more or less told her the same thing.

“Alanna was telling me that she and Peter had done a similar trip before,” Henley said. “Backpacking with barely anything more than the clothes on their backs.” He looked at me intently as he spoke, and I could tell he was feeding me information.

“It was such fun!” Alanna ran her fingers through the short ends of her hair. “Of course, it was in Tibet for a summer and soooo much cheaper than London. It’s a little harder to survive and travel with very little in the middle of an expensive city like London. But same idea. You two are just more adventurous than we were.”

More adventurous if you counted traveling in time . . .

“It’s so much more liberating than traveling with a set plan,” Alanna went on. “You can experience life more fully. There’s something about trading what you have and living on necessities only . . . Speaking of which . . . keeping track of time is important, but what are you doing with that clock?” Alanna was gesturing toward the golden clock that Henley was holding.

I saw Henley instinctively hunch over it.

“It’s not that I have any problem with it,” Alanna said quickly. “But it was one of the first things I noticed about you, and . . .”

“Oh, we’re just keeping it for the time being,” I quickly said.

Alanna raised her brows. I held my breath.

“We found the clock in a store here. I collect vintage things, and Rebecca likes to decorate our new place with them,” Henley said. “We want to ship it home, but we haven’t had the chance yet. Her mother wants her to go all modern with the new place, but you know . . . there’s charm in older things.”

Alanna cracked a smile, and I finally exhaled. “Ah, now I know how that feels,” she said to me. “My mother and I always had different tastes—”

“When you see Alanna and her mother together, it’s hard to imagine that one created the other,” Peter said.

“That’s not nice, Peter!” Alanna said, but she giggled like a schoolgirl.

“Not nice doesn’t mean it’s not true,” Peter said.

“We probably should get a backpack or something to store the clock in, though,” I started. “Henley, we’re probably also going to need a change of clothes soon . . .”

I hoped he was following my train of thought.

“There are little boutiques all around here,” Alanna said.

“Perfect.” I looked at Henley to see if he understood.

We could use the credit card—the stolen credit card, I reminded myself—to buy clothing and such. We had to do it sooner rather than later, before the card was reported stolen and was frozen. Clothing didn’t sound that important—in fact, it almost sounded silly and frivolous, but I knew that the first step in blending in was looking like we fit the time period. And we needed to blend in, not to be found. We didn’t need a lot. Just enough to start making our way.

“Let’s stop at the next shop then,” Henley said.

“If it’s the next one you’re after, it doesn’t get any closer than that.” Alanna pointed across the street.

Sure enough, there was a small shop with a mannequin in the window and a sign promising to donate a percentage of all profits to a children’s charity. At least the money was going to a good cause, even if it wasn’t exactly our money to begin with.

A bell rang as we opened the door and entered the little store. There were rows of racks and boxes with mismatched clothing seemingly thrown over them. Velvet was tossed in with chiffon. Skirts were hung with suspenders.

Behind the back counter, there was an old woman whose stature seemed proportional to the size of the store. She was reading and didn’t make a move to get up. She only looked up briefly enough to smile at us before going back to her book.

“What did you need to get?” Alanna asked me.

“For starters, a bag would be nice. Something big enough to carry everything.”

Alanna walked the perimeter of the store, slowly taking everything in. I watched her as she surveyed the wares.

She walked over to a green plastic bin in the corner before reaching in and grabbing a neon backpack in each hand. “What about matching backpacks?” she said.

I tried to laugh off the absurdly bright backpacks she held in each hand. Blending in would be impossible with bags that much of an eyesore.

“You know, when Peter and I went to Greece a while ago, we got matching backpacks,” Alanna said. “We even got our names embroidered on them, isn’t that right, Peter?”

“Yeah, sure” was all that came out of Peter.

He didn’t look too thrilled about the concept of matching backpacks either. It must have been another thing Alanna had talked him into.

“Let’s just pick up one backpack.” The neon ones were the only backpacks in sight, so I settled for a bright-green one. As long as it would fit the clock and a few other things, it would have to do. “And some clothes . . .”

Alanna perked up at the mention of clothes. “Oh, wonderful! What type of clothing?”

“Um . . .” I was tempted to just say “anything,” but that would probably come off like I was second-guessing everything in this time period. I didn’t know how I was supposed to act or what was seen as acceptable.

“Let’s try to get something very you,” Alanna said. I didn’t know what that meant, but I was thankful she was leading the way. “Something casual,” she said, rummaging through the racks. “Something fun . . .”

“Uh, whatever you think is best,” I said.

Peter chuckled. “Probably not the best idea to say that.”

Henley was standing with Peter against the wall. He already had clothing under his arm. I was amazed he had been able to pick something out so quickly.

Alanna shushed Peter. “This is the fun part.”

I left her to sort through the boxes of clothing while I took in the other items sold in the store. There was costume jewelry hanging in the back. I found a pair of child’s sneakers that looked secondhand. I wondered where all this stuff came from. Wandering travelers who had to sell their things to move on to a new place? People who are done with a certain stage in their lives and don’t just want to throw away their things? Maybe even people who wanted to get rid of old memories?

“Oh, look, Rebecca!” Alanna was already onto the next thing. “Maxi skirts!”

“Maxi skirts?” I examined the bunches of fabric Alanna had grabbed.

“Long, billowy maxi skirts.” Alanna paused. “Don’t these kinda look like the dress you’re wearing now? A little last season . . . Of course yours is better and much more stylish . . .”

I guessed they used to be in fashion. But Alanna had moved on again.

“What do you think of this?” Alanna held up a black dress that looked as lacy and short as a slip.

I glanced at Henley, wondering if he’d be comfortable with me wearing something like that. I had grown used to seeing those styles when I was in the twenty-first century with Miss Hatfield, but Henley was from a much more conservative time period, after all. Even underwear in 1904 hadn’t been this revealing! But it was a different time with different rules. And how I dressed myself was my choice. Miss Hatfield would have sniffed at the so-called dress with disdain, but I nodded.

Alanna looked pleased with herself. “And this?” She held up a short shirt that looked like it would fit a child better than it would fit me. “The crop top comes with a matching skirt that I think would be so cute!” The skirt she held up was unsurprisingly equally short.

“Why not?” I said. “But maybe I should get a pair of these too.” I pulled a pair of jeans from a bin that looked like they would fit.

“Do you want to try these on?” Alanna lifted the bundle of clothing she now held.

I looked toward the back of the room, tucking the newspaper I still had under my arm. It didn’t look like there were any changing rooms.

“I’m fine,” I said. “Let’s just get these.”

I took the now rumpled clothing from her arms and walked to the desk at the back of the store. I made sure to add the neon-green backpack to the pile.

“Finally done?” Henley joined me at the desk, leaving Peter and Alanna talking softly out of earshot. He put the clothing he was holding on the pile on the desk.

The older woman put down her book. “Will this be all?”

Craning my neck, I tried to catch a glimpse of what she was reading. It looked like a mystery of some sort.

“Yes,” Henley responded.

The woman turned her back to get a bag ready for our purchases.

“No matter the time period, you always take a long time to shop,” Henley murmured while her back was turned.

I shoved him playfully.

With Henley there were no secrets—nothing I had to hide from him. He knew my entire history, and I liked that I could be open with him.

I had almost forgotten to remind Henley about the credit card. I turned to him with a more serious expression. “We should probably use the credit card before—”

“I know,” he said.

He understood. He always did.

Henley withdrew the credit card from the inside of his shirt. I wondered if Richard had had a sewn-in pocket there.

I had told Henley a credit card was like a magic card for buying things. Henley seemed to understand it best when I told him it was like putting it on his father’s tab in his day—a way of promising to pay the amount later.

When the woman had placed all the clothing in the bag, she took the card from Henley. We watched her insert the card into the machine.

“Could you please enter your PIN number?”

I froze. PIN number? What on earth was a PIN number? We didn’t have a PIN number.

“Oh, this is an American credit card. I’m so sorry about that. American credit cards, even those with chips, don’t need PIN numbers. Just a signature would be fine.”

Henley didn’t blink an eye when he wrote “Reed L. Glazen.”

“Thank you,” Henley said, taking the bag and the credit card.

I half expected it not to work. Or maybe for police to come running into the shop. But neither of those things happened.

“Have a nice day, Mr. Glazen!” The woman waved as we rejoined Alanna and Peter. I hoped they hadn’t heard that.

The bell chimed again on our way out.

Realizing that I hadn’t let go of the newspaper I had found on the boat, I stuffed it into the bag Henley was carrying that had the clock also in it.

I noticed Henley slowed down to let Alanna and Peter walk ahead of us.

“That wasn’t too bad, was it?” Henley said to me.

“I never thought I’d do something like that.”

“Well, there’s certainly a first time for everything,” he said, before catching up to Alanna and Peter.

I sped up to walk with them.

“It isn’t long to the hostel. Promise,” Alanna said.

“I’m pretty sure you said
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